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HAT this worthy old 8 si- 
Roger De Coverly, mizht undergo 
no Manner of Hardſhips, J have condulted 
him, quietly,” iuto ube Manſtons of his Friends, 
where he will be treated with all the Gentleneſs, 
Candour, and Good- Nature be can polſibly 


2 wiſh for. He will have the Ear and Aﬀree- 


tions of ſome of the honeſteſt Men in the Na- 

tion: And many a pretty Lady will be 
cloſeted with the Knight, And ſo they may, 
without the teaſt Reflection un their Conduct, for 
bes full as — as a Child in the Month, 


and wou'd not, for the World, attempt to 


make them laugh, at the Expence of either 
Morality or Goo. "Breeding: Whether or no 
uch a Character will pledſe the Generality of 
People, J am, indeed, at a Laſi 10 gueſs, 
But ſure I am, that how much ſoever it 
might delight, no Character, that tends to 
lead from the Ways of Wiſdom, Decency, and 
Virtue, fhould ever be exhibited but to be re- 


| thats or punijbed. 
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Scene, Coverly-Hall in E orcefterſhire, 


Sir 
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Sir Roger de C overley + 


1 E The * Chriſtmas, Ge. 
3 &CT 


3 SCENE, 4 tow Country-Hall fuck with 
2 Holly and Bays. © 


Enter Sir — talking to the Houſekeeper | 


| Sir Roger. 
E > As Prudence, you take care to let us have 
4 Plenty to-day —gheef, Pudding, Plumb- Porridge, 
and Mince-Pies in Abundance. —— My honeſt Neigh- 


bours love them; and to-day's the Day they make me 


bapp 
2 0 "ON The Day your Honour makes them {0, 
- þ rather, Sir. 

Sir Roger. That's what I mean, Prudence. The 
making them, happy makes me ſo too. I'm always de- 
lighted at the Felicity of others ; but more nn 
if I my ſelf have been the Cauſe on't. Y 

Prud. Beſt of Men ! | Afde. } I'll take Care, Sir | 
Roger, to order every thing to your Liking. 

Sir Rog. Be ſure you let there be enough, and of the 
belt, that no one may go away bungry or diſpleaſed, 
tho' the whole Pariſh ſhould make me a Vie. 

Pra. I will, Sir. [ Going. 

Sir Rog. Stay, Pru, ſtay — ] h'n't ; diſcharged my 
| Debt to you yet. 

8 


thing. 222 . "Hl 
, Sir i. Fes} but Ide, Pro: — 
more than ordinarily vareful this Year,” ind III be more 
than ordinarily liberal. I always gave you one Guinea, 
you know, for your of mater ; q but, now, the 
.- 'acouple. [| Gives ber Money. 


Have been 


Pru. Thank your Honour. [Cartefies often. | 
Sir Rog. Enough, enough. Send the Butler to me. | 
Pra. I will Sir. L Exit Prudence, [7 
Sir Rags ( 10 himſelf. There one chearful Heart |] 
made flow ality 1 it's done and how joyful it is ta 


do it! 
[ Miſs Wimble ant Suky For craſs the Hall. : 2 


1 pray you 


for my Brather Willem he ſhow'd diſappoint us, 
Sir Roger, I'll never forgive him. Pve got the 
Part I'm to act in the Entertainment at Night; and 
they tell me I ſhine in't. It we don't ſnew · dur- 
. Sir Roger; you know, what ſigniſies ſhining ? 


Sir Rog. He's to play in't himſelf — He'll cone, A 


U my Dear, to be ſure. 
Miſs Vinble. If he don't, Sir Reger, TI put on 
Breeches, and do his Part too. 

Suky. So would I, rather than not have the Play ; ; 
for I like the Play Sir Roger, prodigivaſſy'—-"Tis a pretty 
- Play! a ſinging Play a dancing Play ! a -comical little 

Play as ever I faw | — Law, I ſhou'd like of all 
things, to be a Player! They're ſo fine, and ſg merry, 
and ſo— Sure a London Flayers a charming thing ! 


— ell, Miſs, ſha'n't we ſee if we can ſee Mr. Hin- 


bie? It's a pure froſty Morning! The Run will do us 
. Good. 


{ Exennt Miſs and Szky. 
Sir "3 B'ye, Madeaps — In their young Blood! ! 


| 3 was as wild my ſelf once. 
| fb Enter 


1663 4 ll 


Pre. Debt, Sir Tm ſure your Honour owes * f 


Hark'e, hark'e, Miſs Winblt, Suky, whether io fl. ; 


Mite Winkle Sir Roper, „ pov Rforrow comes [ didn” t | 
| ſee you, Sir — Why Szky and I are going to look out | 


Mis Wimnble. Ay, come 8 Roger, your Servant. 
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(7) 
Enter Butler. 
855 2 you'll get ſome of the- beſt RY 
tap'd —— And give our Friends to underſtand, that 
Warcfterſpire f is behind no Shire in England in its 


Sach and October. 


Ned. They know that already, an't pleaſe your Ho- 
four. Ah, Sir, wou'd to Heaven there were more Sir 
Roger de Coverleys in the Nation ! Complaints, then, 


. wou'dn't be ſo common, in the Neighbourhoods of Great 
| Houſes, that they never-ſee their Landlord's Face 


That they never warm their Fingers by his Fire Nor 


| can get a Sup of his Beer, tho they. were periſhing with 


Thirſt. England, Sir, isn't like what 1t was 
Its Hoſpitality decays Its Quality-Folksare all Show 
heir Cupboards are lockt up, and their Strong 


Beer Barrels are all Drums. 


Sir Rog. Go, go, tap the Ale, And- f 

Ned. "Tis tap'd already, Sir. And 1 believe there 
ian't better in England, Scotland, Ireland, or the Town 
of Berwick-upon Tweed, Tis ſmooth- as Oil, as brown 
az a Cheſtnut, and makes one as merry 

Sir Rog. As what, Ned? Out with the Simile, 1 
pray thee. As merry as what? 

Ned. As your Honour's Chaplain does, when he 
condeſcends to tell us an old Story. 

Sir Rog. Good! Ay, as worthy a Creature as breathes, 
and no body tells a tory better Send him to me. 
Doſt hear, Ned ? + 

Ned. I will Sir. [Going 

Sir Rog. Stay, honeſt Ned, take your Chriſtmas Box 


with you. [ Gives him Money. ] And be ſure you re- 


member, in the midſt of your Jollity, to keep within 
Bounds. Be merry and wiſe. The Man that gets 
drunk incurs my Diſpleaſure. 
Ned. And ſooner than do that, my ever honurd 
Maſter, I'd loſe both Hands. 
Sir Rog. I believe thou. wou'dſt. Go, deſire Mr. 
_ Worthy to ſtep hither - » 
Ned, 1 will, Sir, | 18 8 [Exit gy 
| ir 


(8). 


Sir Rog. A Rogue, how arch and fatirical he was 
upon the Depravity of the Times . Thou haſt made 
'em all Wirs| Looking at a Pifture. ] My Men are all 
Wits, and my Maids too. Dear Spec / ¶ Looking 
feedfaſtly at it. | There's Inſtruction in thy very Look. 
Kneller, I love thee — Thou haſt made me a ſmall* 
Amends for the Abſence of a Friend, by giving me 
— as like him as human Art can copy the 4 
vine. . 

Enter Mr Worthy the Chaplain. 

- Mr. Worthy. Sir Roger, good Morrow. I hope you 
Nepe well ; and that your ill Luck gave you no Uneaſi- 
neſs in your Dream. 

Sir Rog. Ill Luck, Man! Why, thou only wen the 
odd Game.— But I will be reveng d on you inſtantly. 


Come, you ſhall give me my Revenge this Moment. 


Mr. Wor. With all my Heart, Sir Roger. 
Sir Rog. You've diſtributed my Mite to my poor 
Neiglibours, Sir ? 

Mr. Vor. I have, Sir . Guinea a- piece 
to ten Families; and they return you ten thouſand 
Thanks. 

Sir Rog. They are wales to it than my firong 
Box; and I had rather ſee it ſparkle in their Faces, than 
on my own Fingers. Money Mr. Worthy, in my Q- 
Pinion, never appears to ſo much Advantage, as when 
it enlivens the Countenance of the Indigent. 

Mr. Vor. All good Men think with you, Sir Roger. 
Sir Rog. O, the Tables are here already. Come, 
have at you. [bey ſet the Tables) Mind your Hits, 
Mr. Worthy, and ſave your Bacon, if you can, 

Mr. Wor. I'll do my beſt, Sir Roger, I promiſe 
| you. [They throw for the Dice.) The Throw! 5 yours, 
Sir. 


Sir Rog. (throes. } Sixes Come, no bad Beginning. 
Mr. Wor. (throws) Duce-Aee ' This will never do. 
Sir Rog. (throws.) Fours too ! Holiday-throwing, in- 

deed ! Mr. "_ I my I'm in Luck to day. 


Ned. 
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oy n your Honour ſome time agone! The Rea- 


4 


So, make a 


Enemies to Learning, to Politencts and Humanity 
that harbour a ſlighting Thought of him. 


to you. A merry CHiſinas and a happy New Vea. 
and you're welcome to Cor verly-Hall with all my Soul. 


> (9) 
© » - TEnter Ned in a great Hurry,] 
Ned Sir, Sir, here's the Gentleman that PEN a 


ding-Writing good Gentleman, that knew "ery 
Thing, and faid nothing ! 

Sir Rog. My, Dear Spe&ator 1— Where? Sieb, | 
where? Let me bring him in my Arms. | Euter Mr. 
Spectator,] My worthieſt. Friend, a thouſand: Wel- 
comes. © Tok in moſt affe@ionately. J Run Ned, 

oalt in an Inſtant, and bring Sack. 
[Exit Ned. 
[ Mr. Speckator * Mr. Worthy compliment ] 
Sir Rog. This is ſo vaſtly kind. 
Mr. Spec. Of you to entertain me, Sir Roger. 
The Kindneſs is all on your Side. 

Sir Reg. Kind to entertain vou? A Prince might 
be proud to do it. He's an Ornament to the Nation, 
and they I. bring him nothing to drink. Why, Ned 
am ( calls) (enter Ned with a Toaft and a Bottle and 
Glaſſes) come, fill, Ned fill —— Give it my * 
he's cold and fatigu'd. 

Mr. Spec. Give me Leave to pledge 

Sir Rog. Drink, Dear Sir. I'Il lege you. 

Mr. Spec. My humble Service to you, Sir Roger 
Mr. Worthy, your good Health And a merry Chri/- 
mas and a happy New Year tousall (they bo ang thank) 

Sir Rog. (to N ) How well he looks! How 
courteouſly he ſpeaks! Some People ſay he's proud and 
moroſe——but they ought to be hang'd. They're 


Mr. Spec. The beſt Sack, Sir Roger, I ever taſted, 
 SirRog. I'll ſettle an Annuity for Life then upon the 
Man that fold it me. (Mr. Spectator bows.) Come, 
Ned, give me a 18 Sir, my hearty Service 


Mr. Spec. Sir Roger, I thank Jt 
Sir Rag, (drinks) | won't be thank'd. Thank | 
mg no more, I petecch you. ————ie conters an H: - 
5 | nour 


fan. 
| 1＋ 10 . 
| pou? upon me here, that a Hutter d Kni night wou'd gin | 
bis Ribbon for ; or the finett Lady i in London her fineſt 
a Commode, and thank* me for receiving 111—N0— 


I thank you 'you,' Sit. With moſt "abundant 
Gratitude I thank you.- Your Company to me is 
ineſtimable. den eee. CRY Why I reverence 


ir Ray 1 ant, PR Ie i 1 
beg your | Pard3n" Play-fellow, come, won't 
you drink my F riend's Heath! (is the Chaplain.) 
Mr. Wor. With all my Heart, Sir Roger. ng: 

_ Fills.) Many and happy Pays to you, Sir. And 
the like to you, Sir Roger. | 

Sir -Rog. (pulling Mr. *SpeQator 1 by the Slizve.)- As 
worthy a Body that fame Divine of mine, as ever 
cuff d a Cuſhion. He's every Thing I like——Very 
knowing Very mode. Has an excellent Voice 
and loves Backgammon. 

Mr. Specs know him to be as deſerving” A Man 

| s ſives, Sir Roger, and am rejoic'd he has met with 

; 65 indulgent a Patron. 

| Mr. Vor. (Having drank.) The' Sack is very fins 
| | indeed. | 
if "> Rog. I reckon Ned don't love 820 doſt | 
lll Na? [Ned bows and looks fooliſb.] Suppoſe thou 
[| 

| j 

| 


ſhould'ſt drink thy old Beneſactor's Health, wou'd it 
hurt thee, think'tt thou, Ned? 
Med. Vl try, if your Honour pleaſes, 
Sie Rog. Do Ned. - 

Ned. [Fills] Sir, here's my humble Love, and 
Duty, and Obedience, and Service to your Ho- 
nour.— And you're as welcome to Coverly- - Hall, Sir. 
as ever Sun-ſhine was to Hay-maker ; or my Maſter's 

ll: - Preſence ata Quarter- Seſſions. [Drinks] 
= | Mr. Spec. I thank thee, honeſt Ned, I thank thee, 

1 Sir Rog. Hark'e, Ned, ſend the Houſe. keeper to 

|; me — Mad, aye hear. _[Whijpers.) 
1 | | L Ma. 


{i ͤ AE 


— 


K Þ 
4 d. I will Sir. [Exit Ned bowing.] 
ir Rag. Well, Sir, and how, — which 


Way ? And, Lord, I have a thouſand Queſtions to 


ask you; and don't know which to give the Preference 


| to. — Did you come in your own Coach, or the 


Stage, Sir? 


Mr. Spec. The Stage, Sir Reger I was 


ſet down at about a Quarter of a Mile off, and hur- 


ry'd the reſt of the Way, with all the Eagerneſs I 
cou'd, to ſhake my generous old Acquaintance by the 


Hand, [They ſhake Hands] 


Sir Rog. Kind Heart ſes Well, what will you have 
to ſtay your Stomach till Dinner? Speak, do 
be free I beg of you. My Houſe, and all that's in it 


are as much yours as my own. 


Mr. Spec. Nething more Sir 7 WET for the World. 


Enter Houſekeeper. \ 
Sir Reg. D'ye ſee who's there, Madam ? Your beſt 
Curtſey 230, you Baggage! , 


Pru. [Goes to Mr Spectator.] Your Honour' s wel- 
come, to Wiraferſire. [Curtjeys.] And I hope your 
Honour's in good Heal lth. 

Mr. Spec. Very well I thank you, Mrs. Pradence 
And the better to ſee you ſo. [She curtfies muc 1 

Sir Rog. [To the Chaplain.) 7 0 


He's the beſt bred Man in the World —＋Hlarke, 
Prudence. ¶ She goes to Sir Roger] Let the beſt. Sheets 


be air'd; and the beſt Bed made. And dye 


mind me? Put the Piece of Plate that was defign'd for 


the Widows Uſe under it: He deſerves it better than 
ſhe did, I'm ſure, a jiking Gypſey !——— But be ſure 


above all Things, you ſee the Sheets well air'd. If 


we ſhou d hurt him the Nation will ſuſter: He's a * 
liek Good, and muſt be taken great Care of. 
Pru. Tl take Care, Sir, that every Thing is as it 


ſhould 3 [Exit Prudence eurtſying much.] 


Mr. Spec. [Having been talking i apart to the Chap- 


Vain. ] I'm afraid Sir Roger, you are giving your Fami- 
ly Trouble upon my Account. I beg pou'd treat ms 
without Ceremony ; ; for 1 * never have the Plea- 


{u; S 
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ſure of another viſit to you, unleſs I'm thoroughly ſa 
tisfied that my Company is no Ways burthenſome. 


Sir Rog. Talk not of Trouble, Dear Sir. 


Wou'd you have me lay my belt Friend in a Hay loft! 4 


Or bury him alive, like facetious Sir Fohn Falſtaſte, in 
Linnen ? No, no, you ſhall lye warm, and a little 
cleanly, and that's all the Ceremony we'll uſe. 

Mr. Spec. I hope it is, Sir Roger = —Well, 
Sir, how does your Friend Will. Wimble do? When 
did you ſee him? 

Sir Rog. I heard from him Yeſterday ; and expect 
wm here to Day. We are to have alittle Dramatic 
Entertainment at my Houſe to Night, you muſt know, 
a Friend of WW:l/s in London, is the Author, and has 
ſent it down to make us merry theſe Holidays. Vill 
7s to do a Part in it himſelf ; and his Siſter, and a Far- 
mer's pretty Daughter, and ſome of my own Servants 
make the Set of Actors complete. But if you 
don't approve of the Diverſion, Sir, we'll get into a 
Room by ourſelyes, and talk of our old Acquaintance. 

Mr. Spec. By no Means, Sir Roger. Nobody ap- 
proves of Drama: ick Performances better than I do, 
provided the Wit is decent, and the Deſign uſeful. 

Sir Rog. Mr Worthy likes this Thing mightily. 

Mr. Spec. Then I'm ſure it's good. 


Mr. . You do me a great deal of Honour, Sir. 


Sir Rog. I reckon ſome of 'em are rehearſing, Mr. 
Warthy, I wiſh you'd be fo kind as to ſee how they 
go on, a little. 


Mr. For. [ will Sir Reger. [Exit Mr. Worthy. ] 


Sir Rog. 1'd have 'em as perfect, 'methinks, as pol- 
ible | in their Parts, far, really there's as much owing 


to the Player, in the Pleaſure theſe Things affords us, 
as to the Poet. What's a Foppington wit hout 


a Cibber? Or a Sir Harry Wildair without a Wilkes ? 
Nothing at a. Mere, indifferent, common 
Characters, that a Man may ſit and ſleep at. 

Mr. Spec. Very true, Sir Reger. But pray 
what is this Piece call'd. that we're to be entertain d 
with to Night, on 2 


a Sir 


LT - | 
Sir. Rog. A Touch upon Taſte ; or the Raree-Shew. 
Mr. Spec. Something ſmart upon the Times, I rec- 


| kon.———T like the Title very well. You us'd 
to tove a Frolick of this Kind, Sir Roger, in your 
younger Days: Do you make one of the Dramatis 
Perſanæ yourſelf ? 
| Sir Rog. pſh—1 know you'll laugh a at the old 
Fool, you will ſo. Why I did defign to do 
the Part of the Maſter of the Shew ; but upon your 
| coming I ſent Word to my Steward to get it; tis an 
F * and he'll do it very well. 


r. Spec. I dare ſay you'd do it a great deal better, 

Sir Roger... © 

Sir Rog. Come, don't jeer your old Acquaiotance 3 ; 
don t vou. I know you're a Wag when you ſet 
upon * A very great Wag when you ſet up- 

ON't . No. vou, and I'll croud in among 
the reſt of the People, and look on. Tho' I may have 

a Word with 'em too, perhaps, when Occaſion offers; 
for the Thing, you muſt know, is ſo contriv'd, that 

the Audience may put in their Oar, every now and 
then, without interrupting the Performance.—Ha |= 
I thought I heard Nil. Wimble's Whiſtle, So it was 


———Fere he comes. [Enter Will. Wimble] 


Neighbour Bi//y your Servant. [They ſhake Hands. 
Will. Wim. Sir Roger, your Servant. 
Sir Rog. Don't you know this Gentleman, Billy? 
Will. Wim. Sir, I'm your moſt obedient Servant. 

You're welcome to Worceſter ſpire, Sir ow] 

hope you enjoy your Health, Sir. 

Mr. Spec. Very well, Mr. Winble, I thank you. 
I hope you are well. 


Will. Wimble. At your Service, good Sir, I Fe 
you Thanks. 


Sir Rog. You met the Girls, I ſuppoſe. 
Will. Wim. I did, Sir Roger === They came back 
with me, and are gone ap to dreſe. | 


New) Rog. Well, what will * drink, Billy ? (call 
7 1 


| wilk 


f 
(14) 
| with: Him, Ill ball him, Sir Reg ve a. te 
Voiĩoe in my Pocket than yours. | 
{Pulls aut ia. Whifle and Whiftles ß 
Sir Reg. (To-himjelf, ) Alouder. Voice in his Pocket. 
Very good * 1 Euter Ned 4 
Will. Wim. A Cup of your Chriſtmas Ale, pray Nei. 
Ma. You-ſhall-have-it,. Sir. [Exit Ned. 
Mill. Min. (to Sir Roger ) I. ſball be aſham'd to act 


before the Gentleman: He's ſo great a Critick, ons 


don't knom how to ſpeak before him. 
Sir Rog. The beſt- natur d Man in the World. 
Wi}. Wim. Im glad ont (Gaes to. Mr. SpeRatox.) 
Sir, if you pleaſe to accept of a little Piece of my Han- 
dyworkeY oy're as welcame.as a Prince. I Tine: al 
a Tolaaas- S tapher.] 
Mr. Spec. Mx. Wim. I thank you-: It comes in very 
good Time. I loft mine out of my Pocket this very 


Morning. I'll keep it for your Sake, Sir. [Will. hors. 


Hill. Wim. (io Sir Roger) So he is, Sir Roger, pro- 
digious good natur'd - ſhall do my. Part manfully now. 

Enter Ned. Come, Ned, give me the Cup. Sir, 
here's my hearty Service to you; and wiſh you a merry | 
Chriſmas, and a happy new Vea And as many of 
eem, Sir, as you pleaſe to deſire — the ſame to 
vou Sir Roger, 

Both. Thank you,. Mr. Wimble. - 

FF. Wim. Will you pleaſe to * Sir. 2 M. Spec. 

Mr. Spec. Not a Drop, Sir, I thank you. 

Will, Wim, Nor you, Sir Roger? 

Sir Reg. Not a Drop, Billy. | 1 

Ned tales the Cup, . exit. | 

Sir Rog. Come Gentlemen, there's a geod Fire in 
the next Room, and I believe it's a'moſt Dinner-time 
_ too. [ Lo9ks on bis Watch. ] Ay, They'll want to lay 
— Cloth here =—wAre the Fiddlers come, I wander ! | 
Hie goes to the Dior and calls, I Fiddlers C Enter a | 
Couple.] You may play while we're at Dinner, here, 
any where within Reach of our Ears. 
Fiddlers, In the Entry, Sir Roger, if you * 


Hogan You'll. excuſe. their .Pexfor- 


85 — i Fr eee 775 I 4 | re none of the 


firſt Hands, indeed; but · as-· aſeful Muſicians, J believe, 


as we have in En8/and. hat honeſt Fellow with 


one Eye, there, is an excellent Thatcher; and poor 

hopping Tore kills all the. Moles in the Pariſh. 

Mr. Spec. Uſeful Muſicians indeed, Sir Roger. 
Mill. min. I apprehended there would be octifion 


a fop ſome better Muſick than ordinary to-day, Sir Rogers 


and ſo I order'd the Worceſter Waits to come. 
Sir Rog. Vou did very well, Billy,——So there will. 


1 I'm glad you thought on't—==We ſhall want you, as 


ſoon as Dinner's over, for the Entertainment. You'll 


be ſure to be in the Way. _ [ To the Fiddlers, 
 Flddlers. We will, Sir Reger. [L E xeunt Fdalers 
Enter Ned. 


N. I thought! it wou'dn't be amiſs to acquaint you. 
Sir, that the Neighbours have been ſomg time in the 


next Room. They were afraid to enter in here, be- 


cauſe they underſtood your Honour had Company. 
Sir Rog. Modeſt Heart I We'll go to them then. 
* you know the Way. | [Exeunt. 


End of the Firſt Af. 


8 


Enter between the Aer a Country Lad. and 4 Country 


Laſs 
| Lad" We ſhall dine i che Kitchen, Peggy, 1f you 


will, we'll ſteal a Dance while Sir * at Dinner. 


"'Pe egpy- With all my Heart. 8 1 Dance. 
3 


„ 
FOES. 
* 
- 


— 


indeed they are all Exgliſb.— 
too, Gentlemen and Ladies; for, I muſt own, I'm 


£4 6 ) 
ECO200000000000000000 


A-XCT:; © 
SCENE, A large Room, 


_ of the Shew (to ſeveral People at the Dar. ) 


= in, Gentlemen and Ladies, and ſee the | 
18 t. ; : | 

A Woman. What have you got to be ſeen? 

Mafeer. A Parcel of the moſt unaccountable Crea- 
tures you ever ſet your Eyes on. 

A Gentlenian. Of What Kind? 

Maſter. Of the human Kind, Sir. 

Gentleman. Dead, or alive ? 

Mafeer. Alive, and alert as any Frenchman: 

Gent. Of what Country ? | 

Maſter. Ah, Sir! the more's the . | 
I hope you are fo 


not alittle ſcrupulous of expoſing *em to Foreigners. | 
Sir Rog. Thou'rt a very honeſt Fellow , 
we'll all go in. | | 
Enter a Croud, and ſeat themſelves on Benches. 
 Mefter. You'll pleaſe to take Notice, Gentlemen 
and Ladies ; that, being entirely in the Power, and at 
the Diſpoſal of their Follies, my perſon ages will ap- 
pear like real Mad Folks. — Regardleſs of the Com- 


| pany about them, mn < v*]l talk to themſelves, and ſing 


to themſelves, and behave in lo ridiculous a Manner, 
that you can't help fancy ing you're in Bed/am ; while, | 
in fact, they are no more Luniticks than all the Pretty 

Fellows and Fine Ladies about Town. Their Con- 

dition is not the Want of Senſe, but a Miſapplication 
ER | 

y Sir Rog. A terrible gh indeed ! and of moſt 


dreadful Conſequences ! 


Maſter. Without doubt, Sir. Now, Gentle- 


men and I adies, the firlt Figure that "preſent itſelf to 
| you 


rea- 


ES a 

you is a Perſon of Family and Fortune, whoſe ſole 

Delight is in driving Coaches. He was left 

with me here, by his Friends, to try Praftices upon 

him, and ſee if 1 could poſſibly fix the Biaſs the right 

Way. This is my Gentleman. 

Enter a Perſon whiſtling, accoutred like 4 Coachman. 
A Woman. Is he tame? May one ſpeak to him ? 
Maſter. J have him in proper Subjection, Madam, 

ou may ſay what you pleaſe. | 
Woman. {Goes to the Perſon, and pulls bim by the 

Sleeve.) Pray, Sir, if it isn't too free, may I crave the 

Favour of your Name? 

Per. Name? Ay— ir Thomas Lovelaſh. © 

_ Woman. What Eſtate may you have, Pray, Sir 

Thomas ? 

Sir Thomas. Pm no Conjurer, ide Child. 

Woman. But what Eftate have you at preſent ? 

Sir Thomas. Why, if you muſt know, Mrs. Inqui- 
ſitive, at preſent 1 have but five Thouſand a Year. 

Woman. Five Thouſand a Year! Why, you look 
more like a common Stage-Driver, than a Man of 

Fortune. 

Sir Thomas. I had rather look * than like a Duke; 
and what's that to thee, ha? | 
Woman. I'm ſorry a Gentleman ſhowd degrade 
himſelf ſo much, Sir, that's all, 

Sir Thomas. [flouriſping his Whip.) 5 - 
Je, Jolly. [ And ings a Tune) 
24 Woman. The Brute ſings very well, really. 
Maſter. Exceedingly well e, to one but he 
ſings a Song preſently of his own making: He has one 
that he is mighty fond of, and, in my Opinion, not 


at all a bad one; for tho? he is as wrong- headed a Crea- 


ture as you can poſſibly meet with, the World muſt 
allow that he does not, by any means, want Wit. 
Sir Thomas Foun abut, and # ngs.) 


{ envy not the Brave mr Sears, 
Tho got in the moſt glorious Wars. 


C . 


The. 


(181; 


75. Fame of Wits to me“ 2 . 3 
And all Fo: Mu ſes 115 invoke. BOT, 


( 2 
. Patrio? 5 Zeal I never feli: : 
At Beauty I could never malt. I 
Paier 1 value not a Fig, MY TW Ts 
Alubo it makes one took ja n 


63. 
Toe been, for Falbion-ſake, at School, 
But neger robb'd it of a Rule. RNs 
In Parli ment I have a Scat. - 
But Paliticks are all a Cheat. ; als 
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(4) 
"he Beau may dreſs; ; the Lechir 29. e RN 
My good Lord May'r may eat and Jeeps, co > .-- ; 
The Man of Law may cheat and thrive ; | 
* for me that I can drive. / 7 
(Exit. 1 „eing. ky 
= ad Gent. Frantic: Creature! "Tis right, indeed. 
that he ſhould be confin'd. —But i is he Teally 2 
Member of Parliament? = 
Maſter, He was when he made the gong * bt was 
thrown out the laſt Election, on being heard. to ſay o· 
ver a.Mug of Stout, that he lov'd-the Coach-Box bet- 
ter than the Senate Houſes and wou'dn't loſe a 80 3 


— 


liament- Men Or. if we rs that —＋ may be all 

of your Houſhould, 8 of Derißon and Ab- 
berrence. 3 

24. Voman. Well, what's next to be ſeen / oe | 

Mafter. The next Figure Gentlemen and Lackes. 

is a Fiſhermonger's Wife, who (preferring the Example 

of her Superiors to the doing her Duty) neglected her 

Family, and was always at Qzadrille.. — Hler Husband 

plac'd her here, to keep her out of Harm's Way, and 

himſelf from Deſtruction. —————-Jer Name is Lit- 
 tlemorth. —That's ſhe coming in 5 mum- 
: dies to herielf. | 


os Eser 


019.1 | 
Enter Littleworth ix 4 Robe, with a Pack LS Cards i in 
her Hand. 

- Littleworth (regardleſs of the C ompany.) Vows Spa- 
dille ! T'd rather kiſs thee than my Husband. (Kies 4 
Card.) And you, my Bao than my little Girl 
(Kifes another.) Ve gay Amuſements, never, never fly 
__ . A Pack of Cards is all my Soul delights 
| (Kiſſes the Pack) 
| 1 fig a fo bimjelf ) Poor Husband and Children ; 
-F Ply 'em with all my Heart. 


Lori ſings. NS oa N | 


E ver 8 
+ Nonſenſe prattling ; ; 
4 Fault ifo Fondneſs cats it Wit. 


= 0, how happy 1 the Nas 2: 
1 Drudeing till ſhe's blind and lane * 
Ob, how ſweetly is (be bleſt, 
Care preferring to her Reft + * 
5 Never [quand ring, 
Dover pond ring, n 
5 All to fl a Huſband's Chet! 5" p 
SGa)eœoffingly. 
5 O5. "what Fools compar'd to l, „„ 
b Cardamanta, and to me ! | 
Oh tranſporting, rich Delight, © 
When ſiæ Matts attrag the phe P. 
Szoeet Senſation, _ 
. Paſt Relation, 5 
5 When /ix Matts attract the Sight! Es | 
| (Wich. great Ghee, and offers to 90. 1 : 


If Wan _ C to the Moſer) Do, make her ſing it a- 
gan, 2 
| , Ep | * | Maſter. 
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Come, the Things are ready 


ER 0 20 * 


| Mater. (2% Lictle worth.) Madam, Madam, ad + 
F- Song again, if you pleaſe. 55 
Linkwirth: (farts) Bleſs my Soul! you ey” Ro 
. I didn't know any Body was here Come 3 
who p ays at Quadrille? BO THE. 
Mafler. "The Song again, Madam I beſeech you. 5 


| Littleworth, De tout mon Cœur. 


Sir Rog, (to Mr. Spectator.) French too — af- 


ſure you, a very accompliſh'd Gentlewoman ! 

_ Littleworth. (ſings the Song.) Into bother Room 

-| ſhall loſe a Day 
(Runs out. 

Sir Rog. Vile Huſley ! "Tis well for the poor Fiſh - 


monger ſhe s in faſt Hold. —-Is ſhe a Wit too? Did ſhe 


make this Song herſelf Mr.? 
Mater. Ves, really, Sir, ſhe's a Woman of ſome Ge- 
nius, as they call it. But'the Song was made by a 


| Haberdaſher of ſmall Ware As odd a Raſcal, I be- 
—He was 0 infſa- 


lieve, as you ever met with 
tuated with Politicks and Poetry, that to keep him out 
of the Gazette, his Friends ſent him to me. 
Name is Bifoible, —— You'll ſee him in an Inſtant. 
=— Ay, here he comes. (Enter Bifoible, with a Book.) 

Bifoible [to himſelf. They'll never bring Matters to 
bear, that's certain. Why am not I at the Head 
of Affairs? Machiauel knew a great deal, and I have 


ſtudied him thoroughly. — But it don t ſignify talk- 
ing, they will have their Way. 


Sure poor 
England never was at ſo great a loſs for Genius s as at 
prelent. I muſt write Politicks my ſelf, or the 
Nation will never know her true Intereſt. And then 
for Poetry==—=ha, ha, ha. lt makes me laugh to think 


what a Pack of Rhymers we have \=—_They may talk 
of their Popes and their Addiſons, (here Sir Roger pulls 
Mr. Spectator by the Sleeve) and their I don't know 
ho- alls, buf I'd lay all the Tape i in my Shop, that 
Im a better Poet than any of 'em. Can they make a 
Song like mine ? Not — truly, with all their Cam- 
-And by my Faith, 


bo Noddles put together. 


Song: 


* L 4 ; 5 
PT 


His 


th 


car) 


20 Writing i is OMe very Charafteriſtick of a a rue . 1 


blime, N Fancy. © 
[Sings] Dirty Traffck! fly me, fy ne, 
. e Gentle Muſes ! lend your Aid. 
Machi'vel be ever nigh me; 
Poe too fine a Taſte for Trade. Fa, TY 


Curſe me, if I don't think they re four as gente] 


Lines as e er were N Waller. © 
| Sings *em again and Exit} 
iſt Galen The very Counterpart, this Fellow, 
of Jact Whiffler the Plumber — ——— Rediculous 
Rogues ! I'd give five Pounds, now, methinks, Jack 
was but here. 
| 24. Gentleman, He wou'dn't- take the Hint if he 
was; ſo blind he is to his own Imperfections; but 


| wou'd ſwear, I-reckon'd that the Picture was dum for 


the Parſon of the Pariſh. 
1ſt Gentleman. Ay, the knowledge of one's ſelf, 3 in- 


deed, is a Science the Pride of Man will ne'er attain to. 


1t Woman. Well, Maſter, have "ou any Thing elſe 


to ſhew us?; 


Maſter. I have. 
men, and Ladies that aku themſelves, are a Couple 


of thorough bred frenchified travell'd Creatures, who | 


think it an abomination: to look like Eugliſb Folks £ 
and had as leif be without an Eſtate as to be oblig d 
to ſpend it at Home: their Converſation is very im- 
pertinent, and I'm almoſt mad every now and then 
with the racket they make; for they have got a par- 
| cel of Nonſenſe ſet to Muſick, and are always warb- 
ling, and whining it about my Houſe like an Opera. 
You muſt know, I am one of thoſe who prefer Senſe 
to Sound, and of Courſe a great Enemy to yonr 
Opera's. | 

Sir Roger. Well faid! That s true old Engliſh Taſte. 

Maſter. By theiflutter, and the ruſtling, I my Mo- 
diſh and Belinda are coming. - 
2d Woman, The TR 200-06 ſpeaking of, ar'n't 


— Sir! ? | 
| nne. 


The next figures, Gentle- 


= 
Fl 


| (22) 


A " Mafter. Ye, Madam... Modiſh 100 Belinda 65 Fea 
the Room from different rr. Both dre a 
Francbiſe.] .. 
| Belinda Her to, ebe Tune 7 On 5 Bal of Pinks; Se.. 


By” gt let th 

Belinda. What Jay Fog to.my. Ta 72 Ne, Sir * I in 
MModiſh fing 95047 fay tis ala mode. be 
Belinda. I hate to be ftrait lac d, Sir. inf 
Oo. + Your Notion, Madam good, 7 ma 
Tur Neth, Nn aud. "We FI * 

Belioda | This Rob Ss the F Try dae the 
Modiſh. ir right it ſbou'd be [ſ o. 
Belinda. 1 bate the Engliſh Faßbionn. J. 
Both. CI ne er made Ball, or Beau, | e. dif 
7.85; RE LI ner made neren 1 in 


Belinda. This Air too I imported... (ſwims . jl it ; 

"NOR: *: This Bow I bought in France, blu.) 
Ma Ducheſle thus { courted, . (erg airy Is 
With Snuff-box and a Dances. 


With Sni if bor. and a Dance. * 2 
( Taking 1 and er 1 gl * 
| Beſin aa. O fort, 3 3 
| _ Modifh, To France the ae is due, . Boa 
| La Manierefiaimable! -. -- thre 
| She gave to me and pon. and 
ii Both. — 0, gave to ne and you ! 5 | av 
[ 7. Tap | 
it 8 _ Kneel Bri tons to your e 9 3 
| Modiſh. © A grateful Homage pay z- - - _=_ 
"ſt She nade you ceaſe from Lakin, 5 495 
Will Both And thus to ſpend the Day ! _-. 4.4 
"i 433 C And roms to ſpend 1 8 IE; - 4 
i "4 0 fri-ting how? ; 
0 | Gentlemen. Hon Encore. = 
| Modifh. ( Starts, nd hook: 5 abaut for't 


Encore? What? D'ye take us for Players? | 
| 5 Maft 


Jour.) 
4000 


1 4 £8 Tr EEG 
| Meter; ny the Song again, u Lidefire id 0 o 
4 * 4k «12H @G4 hone p as! 5 Wen ener 
it Wiman, Who are theſe People, pray? 

Maſter." They are of very conſiderable. Rank,. and 
therefore, it" is che more abundantly: neceſſary to con- 
fine em. Whenever a leading Perſon is a wrong- 
headed one, he ſhou'd by all Means be ſent ta me; the 
inferior ſort wou'd otherwiſe catch his Viagaries, and 
be ryin'd ——T tremble . when I. tell you of it, 


but our great Folks: have contracted ſuch à ſcanda- 


Joug Veneration for Fante, that, in a Year or two more, * - 
the very Plough: men Will ſing you a Chanſon à hoire! 
and 1 a) moi be. the firſt Word your Children will learn 
at nurſe | -Unleſs, by this new: Method of locking up the 
diſcaſed, the 8 ey be hindred from: ſpread: 
in : 7 

. Nager. Lis a worthy Inftitation! And L wiſh. 
it Succeſs with all my Heart. 

Mafer. T have an other Couple; Gentleman, and: 
Ladies, not at all behind Hand in Folly, and the Faf- 
hion, with thoſe you have already ſeen. One of em 
is *a Barber, and the other a Toy-· man's Wife. 
The Barber is the beſt Dancer, perhaps in England, 


| but the idleſt Rogue in the Univerſe, and the worſt 


Shaver. -The Woman was brought up at the 
Board ing - Schooh and n- her Learning kent be 
thrown away. She wou'd be for ever flirting it at Balls, 


and Aﬀetmblics, to ſhew to the World what a Profi- 


I cient ſhe was in Error, and how mightily. ſhe. excell'd . 
ina Miſtake; till, tired with repeated Inſults and Elope- 


about 


about 


Maſt 


ments,” the wretched: Husband brought her. hither. ' 


Here, ſays he to me, my Friend, only undo what'! | 


* the Boarding-School has done, and I'll make you a 
© Preſent of a hundred Guineas: In the Scheme of 
45 'Thinkipg and Practice ſhe's now in, I cannot Pe. . 
* -ſibly maintain her; her Education will be my Ruin.“ 
An ordinary Woman. I'm ſorry I ſent my Bridget te 
Hatkncy=—]'m fure the in't a bit The: more. dutiful 


for't, : CELTS 6 W994 2 
bo. 


j 


C4683 ) . 
NMaßer. What Fortune can you give her? 
Woman. About a hundred Pound, may be. 
 Mafter. Take her home with all Speed, Let 
her learn to get her Living, and to be frugal,” that Þ 
| when ſhe comes to act in Life, inſtead of being polite, 
ſhe may be uſeful'; nr r ETD a * 
Houſe- wife. 
Sir Rog. Right. E389 
. Maſter. O, here comes my 2 
Enter 4 Man and Woman dancing 3. they dance a Mi 
met, and exeunt.' 
of Gauen They really dance exceedingly well 
I think they ſnou'd do nothing but dance: They might 
make a handſome Proviſion for their Families, and in 
the Way too that they like. 
Mafter. Ah! Sir, - - they are ſo thoroughly wrong-. 
headed, ſo thoroughly in Talte, that, if Dancing was 
| their Calling, they'd never dance. The Barber likes 
it, he ſays, às 2 genteel Accompliſhment, but cou dit, 
by any means, zway with it for a Proſeſſion.— And 
Madam, truly, on her Husband's propoſing to bring her 
on the Stage, gave him a ſwinging Box on the Ear, 
with a * Ho'now, Reptile, haſt forgot my Education?“ 
24 Gentleman. Quite F en Woman's Caſe 
is downright Madneſs. | 
An ordinary Man. "Tis a very common Cale, I'm 
fare, call it what you will. — I have juſt ſuch a Slut of 
a Wife my ſelf, and I'll lodge her = too. But 
what Methods do _— take, F riends to cure theſe Ob- 
Ine. 
; Maſter. 1 keep! em low, —1 vive: 'em good Coun- 
ſel, and I whip 'em. — Spare Diet, 
and a little Jerking, in theſe Cafes, are of admirable 
Uſe. I have done Miracles with 'em; for within theſe 
fix Months, out of but a hundred and fifty Belles, Beaus, 
Quadrillers, Poets, Politicians, and ſuch like, I have 
made, at leaſt, half a Dozen reaſonable Creatures. | 
-Ift Gentlemen. You have done Miracles, indeed! Ga 
on, and proſper. —- We have ſeen all, I ä 
— All, dir. 88 | 


Sir 


tz). 


Sir Rag. There, honeſt Friend. { Gives the Maſter 


Money. ) there's ſomething for your Trouble. 4nd 


may the Shame of being made a Scoff and Deriſior 


the Dread of Confinement · and the Fear of a Whip- 


Ping · bout, keep us All within Bounds. - - May we e- 


vermore act ꝓroperly and iin Character; and be able to 
furniſh out a Scene, by way of Oppoſition to this, that 
mall be a Glory to the Nation, and an Honour to the 


— 


Species. And fo your Servant. J 


Maſter. Gentlemen and Ladies, your moſt obedient, 


[ Exeunt omnes. 
SCENE changes to another Room. | 


Euter dir Roger an Mr. Spectator, Mr. Worthy and 


the too Gentlemen following. 


Mr. Spe2ater (io hr. Worthy,) Your Servant, Sir, 


was afraid we had loſt you. 


Sir Rog. No; Mr. | Worthy was ſo kind as to be 


Prompter: I thauk him; butitherewas very little Need 


of any ; they were all as perfect in their Parts, really, 


none could wih. Well, how d'ye like the 


Thing, Sir? 


. [7 My. Spectator. 
Mr. Spectator. Mightily. 0 * 


Sir. Rag. -Þ: thought the Fear of expoſing his Coun- 


try to the Contempt of Foreigners (at the beginning of 


the Piece) was very pretty and honeſt of the Author. 


Mr. Spec. It was ſo - very Praiſe-worthy. 
< 1/7 Gentleman. We muſt take Leave, Sir Roger. 
Sir Rog. Be quiet - - - We'll talk about that a Week 


| hence. — Here's Ned has ſomewhat to ſay to us. 


| ES  -, 8 
Ned. The Neighbours deſire to know, Sir, if they 
mayn't have the old Dance. „ 


Sir Rog. Merry Souls! =—— Ay, by all Mears, Nd. 
— beſire em to come in. (Exit Ned. Aud enter 


Neighbours, Mr. Wimble, Miſs, and Suky. 
Sir Rog. (to the Muſick) Play old Roger. ” 
| „„ Il A Country Dance. 
Sir Rog. Well, Neighbours, you'll divert yourſelves - 


the Remainder. of the Evening as you like beft. M7 
Cupboard, you know, is = my n. +: 
a EE. I. 
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the kid ers and my Servants coritely at your Beek, — 
Eat, drink, dance, and be as e as you will. 


Neighbours. Thank your Honour and Worſhip, 


Miss Wim. ( to the Neighbours.) Come then, we'll 
80 into the Hall, and play at Queſtions and Commands. 


Suky. And I knew what I'll Command you. 
Miſs Wim. What? 


Suky. Tl command you to kiſs that firange Gentle- | 
man there ( Pointing to Mr. Spetator. 
Miſs Vin I'll be even with you then, I promiſe 25 
you, For I'll command you not to kiſs any Man, nor to 


let any Man kiſs you. Gentlemen, your Servant. 


( Exeunt Miſs Wimble, Suky, and Neighbours. 
Wi Manent Sir Roger, Mr. Spectator, Mr. Wimble, 


Mr. Worthy, and Gentlemen. 


Sir Rog. Now, Gentlemen, if you pleaſe, we'll go 


drink a-ſober 'Bottle, and toaſt our Friends get to Bed 
in good Time — and in the Morning take our Guns. 
My Neighbours will be here again to-morrow, Sir, { 7s 


| Mr. Spect.] and, if we can find out no better Diver- 


fion for you then, than you have had to-day. 1 think 
we muſt e'en put up with the ſame. 


Mr. Spec. I don't know how we can mend ourſelves, 

| indeed, Sir Roger. 5 
Sir Rog. Thus it is we e ſpend our Chriſtmas i in the 41 
Country; chearfully, not wantonly ; in honeſt _— 
= * n hat . no Pain. | 
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The Memoirs of Signor Gaudentio di 


BOOKS, _ nk Pa 2 jult a 


liſhed and ſold by the rinter hercof. | 
d. 
HE Works of 1 8. D. N | 
D. S. P. D. in 6 Vols. 8vo. 5 291 
Duto 6 neat Pocket be inn ii 
Pope's Works 3 Vols 12mo. Sls 6 6 
Ditto Letters, 2 Vols ' - Fo 
The Turkiſh Spy, 8 Vols. 17 „ 
| Rollin's Method of teaching and Audying TENG. 
the Belles Letters, 4 Vols. 4 . 
The Batchelor of Salamanca, or the Me. Fa 
moirs of Don Cherubim de la Ronda; 
containing many delightful Novels. 2 . 


Vols. By Mr. Le Sage, Author of Gil- 
Blas and the Devil upon 'Two Sticks. N 
Hiſtory of England and Ireland, by Way 1 
of Queſtion and Anſwer. 5 3 n 


Poems on ſeveral Occaſions in gro. 8 8 
the Rev. J. S. P. P. P. S. P. D 8 
Ditto in 12mo. 22 8 
| Travels into ſeveral remote Nations of + ©. 
the World. By Capt. Lemuel aer; 


' 12mo. 


Lucca. Taken from his Confeſſion and 
Examination before the Fathers of the : 
Inquiſition. _ 

The Cupid. A Colection of three nun- . 
dred of the moſt beautiful Love — | 


in the Engliſh Language, in twelve 


Parts, ſuited to twelve different Sorts 
of Lovers, viz. The Female Lover, 


the admiring Lover, the ſlighted Lover, © 5 | 
the modeſt Lover, the conſtant Lover, _ _ 


Me the whining Lover, the ſaucy Lover, 


the jealous Lover, the tender =] . Ca 
9 


the merry Lover, the preſſing Lover, 
and the . Lover. ; 


Ei 2 


cue Bike, Play, 6. 


| Father Paul of Eccleſiaſtical "LIP WG a 5 

| Tythes, to which is prefixed his Life. 4 

The Life of the Dake of Berwick. * 
Clark's Sermons 5 Vols. S vo | 


| s Law Tables 

argn Polnitz's Memoirs 5 Vols. 12mo. 
Polite Converſation by Sim. Wagſtaff, Eſq: 
Compleat Family Piece, containing mam) ) 
hundred Receipts in Phyſick, Surgery, 
_ Cookery, Hunting, Hawking, Fiffring, 1 
Fowling, Husbandry, Gardening, &c ) 
TT haughts-on Religion, and other various | 

Subjects. By M. Paſcal, '$vo. N 
Voltaire's: 
Nation: | 
The Aſcent of Cyrus the Younger, and 
the Retgearof the 10,000'Greeks, tran- 
25 * Xenephon. By John Haw- 
py, . the Expedition of che Bri- 
tiſh Fleęt in Sicily, in che Years 1748, 
1719, and 1720. nnder the Command 
of Sir — a 
Gordon's hical 
The Plain) Dealer. $49 e 2821S - 

' Verſes on the Death of JONATHAN 1 
D. D. D. 8. F. Written by 
Himſelf, 
A Treatiſe on TFillage: To which 3 is pre- 
fixed a Letter ſromithe Rev. Dr. S1 

i dame. 


Ai the ſame Place may he bad, 


| All Sorts of Bols, Plays, Panipulets, and Statianary 
Ware. As - alſo all manger of Printing Work 
85 neatly and curiouſy done at reaſonable Rates. 
On Monday the 1oth of December, 1739, will be 
publiſhed Sir George Bynge's Expedition to | 
for Ag; Years 1718, 1719, 1720. | 


| 
| 


tors, concerning the Bagh 


